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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
| am not a native English speaker, please don't judge me too harsh. 


Teemu already checked his email 5 times today. He just couldn't handle the pressure anymore. It's been days 
since he auditioned for the position of rhythm guitarist in the band Wintersun, and he was anxious to get it. 
The band was new, and their debut aloum was released just recently. However, it was enough for Teemu to 


get completely obsessed about it. The music was fantastic. 


In the beginning, Wintersun was a one man project, but the mastermind behind it, Jari Maenpaa, was now 
looking for the musicians in order to play live shows. He had the drummer and the bass player, but he was 
still missing another guitarist. Ever since Teemu bought the debut album, he didn't put it out of his CD player. 
It was one of the most incredible albums he ever listened to, and he couldn't help but write some fan emails 
to Maenpaa. The guy was very friendly. He occasionally mentioned that he is now looking for a guitarist to 


complete the band, and Teemu saw his chance. 


Now, it has already been a while since he went to Jari's place for audition, and nothing was happening. Last 


time they talked, he mentioned he is now considering some older, more experienced guitarists. This was exactly 
what the boy was afraid of. From the start, he was worried that his age might spoil his chances. After all, he 
was |B, while the guys in the band were all well over 20. He never had any doubts when it comes to his guitar 
skills. He knew that in these few years of playing he achieved more than many guitarists do in their lifetime. 
However, his age might be an issue here, and he could easily tell that Jari is probably contemplating whether 
its a good idea to hire him. He heard somewhere that Jeff Loomis got rejected by Megadeth because he was 


a teenager. 


Nothing in the email. The boy sighed. He looked through the window of his small Helsinki flat, where he lived 
ever since he moved from his small hometown. He dreamed of coming to the big city and joining serious bands. 
He recently started playing in Imperanom, small band signed to Nuclear Blast. He was very happy about it, the 
band had a contract, and the things were going smoothly. However, playing in Wintersun.. that would be a 
completely different thing. Playing that beautiful, amazing music which he cherishes so much, that would be 
something out of this world 


“Maybe it is a good thing that there are no news yet. If he already decided that he doesn't want me, he would 


have probably told me already. This means he is still considering. There is still a chance." 


It was almost Christmas. Outside it was snowing, and it was freezing cold. Just perfect weather for that 
Wintersun album. Teemu inserted the album into the CD player and skipped straight to Winter Madness, his 
favorite track, with that insane guitar solo. The teenager thought that it was probably one of the best guitar 
solos he ever heard. These days, he was even trying to learn to play it himself. He imagined how it would be to 
be a guitarist in Wintersun and play the solo live, in front of hundreds of people. However, it was obvious he 
would never get such a chance. Even if he becomes a member of the band, Maenpaa will play all the solos. 


There is no way he would let another guitarist ever take his place. He sighed. 


Some time ago, he got to meet Jari himself during the auditions. Before that, he wasn't even sure how the guy 
looked like. Obviously, he knew he was a tall, skinny looking blonde, but that's it. The picture in the booklet didn't 
do him much justice, he looked rather weird on it. He also had a chance to see some old, rather gnarly looking 
Ensiferum promo pics. They all had face paint on and warrior costumes. Not much detail. All things considered, 


he was very curious to meet the creator of that wonderful music in person. 


The audition was held at Maenpaa's flat. Teemu easily found the place, and he was soon knocking on the door. 
Jari opened. He was very tall, basically towering over the boy. Teemu was quite short, and very self-conscious 
about it. Most other man were higher than him, and he was used to it. However, this guy was taller than a 
tree. His hair was long and blonde, just like in the pictures. He looked younger than Teemu thought he will be, 
and his face seemed perfectly sculpted, like a statue, but still somehow soft and gentle looking. The boy liked it. 
He just recently watched The Lord of the Rings in the cinema, and thought that Jari truly looks like one of the 


high elves from the movie. 
Jari invited him inside. The flat was small, and there were guitars, cables, and equipment everywhere. 


"Oh, sorry for the mess." Jari mussed. "| don't really get much time for clearing these days. It is all so busy 


with all this band stuff" His spoken voice was so soft and dreamy, cute and weird in the same time. Not a 


trace of that harsh, shrill growl from the album, or that deep singing voice. 
“You're Teemu, am | correct? You live here, in Helsinki? 

The teenager nodded. 

“Your hair is really long. | like it very much." 


Teemu indeed had a waist long, brown hair. It was very shiny and healthy looking, and he was extremely proud 
of it. He was used to getting compliments about it all the time. Still, his cheeks turned red when Jari said that: 


They were sitting in his living room. Off course, they had a short chat, Maenpaa wanting to know more about 
him before they move on to playing. After that, it was Teemu's time to shine. He was very confident about his 
playing, he knew he was good enough even to impress a great player like Jari himself. And he was indeed 
impressed, especially considering Teemu's age. Though, he was dwelling for way too long on his age, and the 
younger guitarist started to bite his lip nervously. It was all over in 40 minutes. Then, he was invited for 
another audition, and this time, Jukka, the bass player, was there as well. Thanks to Jukka's presence, the 
atmosphere was more relaxed. The guy was super funny, chill, and Jari seemed to be more open than the last 


time thanks to him. 

Now, all he could to was to sit and wait for the call. 

“Alright, even if | don't get it, there will be other bands.” 

But still, he felt that this band is something different. In all these months he was listening to the CD, he 
started to feel huge connection to the music. Damn, just imagine it, he thought. Playing these wonderful songs 
live, shoulder to shoulder with that talented, majestic, elf-like creature Jari Maenpaa. He didn't even notice how 


much he started to idolize him already. 


He decided to go get some sleep. He probably won't get any calls today. He snuggled underneath the blanket. 
Then his phone rang. 


Teemu picked the phone. It was Jari. 
“Oh, hi Teemu. It is you, right?" 
“Yes, its me." The boy confirmed. 
“Whats up, enjoying holidays?" 


“Sure, I'm considering paying my parents a visit for Christmas. You?" 


“Hmm, likely the same. Not sure though, | am very busy these days." Jari replied. 
They were both silent for a few seconds. It felt awkward. 


“So Teemu, tell me," Jari continued “would you be able to learn Wintersun stuff real quick? For example, if | 


would send you guitar tracks, would you be able to learn to play them in a few weeks?" 

“Off course!" Teemu exclaimed, without even thinking. “For another audition is it? " 

“No, haha!“ Jari laughed. "No more auditions. | mean, we have a gig booked in Vaasa in January. It will be the 
first Wintersun gig ever. It is very important. So, this is why | need you to tell me if you are willing and able 
to learn the stuff fast, so we can move forward with it?" 


The young guitarist was dumbfounded for a few seconds. 


“Wait, what? To play a gig with you guys? What that means? Am | in?" Teemu's heart was beating faster. 
Could it really be? He just couldn't believe his ears. 


“To be in the band? Like, full time? Or just that one show, until you get someone else? “ asked Teemu. His 


voice was quiet and trembling as he uttered the last part of the sentence. 


“Not just for one show, obviously! All the time! | am asking you to join the band. Permanently. You still wanna 
join, right? You sound hesitant: 


"Yes, yes!" exclaimed Teemu. He tried to keep calm. However, he was way too excited to hide his true feelings. 
"Good then" - Jari chuckled You could almost feel relief in his voice. "For a second, | thought you changed 
your mind about joining the band. Then, if you could get to my place, I'll give you a CD with all the tracks you 
need to learn. That will be tough task, but | believe you can do it. The sooner you learn the songs, sooner we 
can start rehearsing together as a band. That is very important." 

“Sure. | could even come and pick them up today." - he said. 

“Okay then. | will be home the whole afternoon, feel free to drop by whenever you can. See youl 

Teemu put the phone down. He was trembling with excitement. He started jumping around his small flat like a 


little kid. “| am in Wintersun! | am in Wintersun! He told me he wants me to join his band!" 


He needed some time to calm down. The afternoon nap was now totally out of question . He just couldn't sleep 


with all this excitement. He was in Wintersun, and it was just too much for him to process. 
“This is the best Christmas gift ever. Even better than that Lego set | got when | was 1 


He quickly got dressed up and headed to Jari's place. The sooner he got the tracks, the better. Learning from 


the CD was sometimes a task, but he will take it seriously and learn the songs the best way he can. There's 
no way he will screw his chance. 


Later that night.. 


After giving the CD to Teemu and saying goodbye to him, Jari retreated to his room. He was tired, and there 
was no way he would stay up all night again. He looked through the window, his gaze following the new guitarist. 


The boy got on his bike and started ridding through the thin layer of snow. 


Jari felt like his heart almost skipped a beat. There was something behind one of the trees. Some black, 
shadowy figure. It seemed to observe Teemu. It was too dark to see anything properly, but Jari could swear 
that the creature threw a quick glance towards his window as well. After that, it disappeared. He didn't know 
how, but it did In a blink of an eye, the thing was gone, as if it became one with the shadows behind the trees. 


He pulled the curtain over the window. “That must be some creep” he thought. "I better call Teemu later to 


make sure he arrived home safely." 


But deep inside, Jari knew this wasn't just some creep trying to scare people on the streets. There was nothing 
human about that thing. He didn't know how, but he knew it. The very thought of it was sending shivers down 
his spine. 


Chapter 2 


After the phone call, everything was moving fast. Teemu got his CD and started practicing like crazy, for 
hours a day. It was tough, and although he loved the challenge, the time frame was short and he needed to 
get into best shape possible until the gig. Soon they were ready for band rehearsals. They had to practice 
without Kai since he was not able to come to Helsinki. Teemu still didn't have a chance to meet him. 


Anyway, guys in the band were very supporting towards him. Jari would tell him that it is okay to fuck up a 
few times in the beginning. “Even if you make some mistakes, don't worry about it, it will fix anyway. We have 


Time." 
Teemu, however, wanted to be perfect. 


Soon, it was announced on the Wintersun official website that the band found a new guitarist. Teemu almost 


choked on his coffee while he was reading the announcement. 


“Wintersun has found a 2nd guitarist for the band. His name is Teemu Mantysaari, a very young dude, but an 
extremely skillful and motivated player! Maybe even better than me | might say, heh! We welcome him to the 


band! | wanna thank everyone who applied as a guitarist, you were all great! Thanks for the interest! " 


“He said that | might be even better than him? Damn, did | read this well?!" He just couldn't believe his eyes. 
He was going through the text again and again. 


The day of their first gig finally arrived, and they were heading for Vaasa, Kai's hometown. Teemu was looking 
at Jari and the rest of the guys. He just couldn't believe he was playing in the same band with them. Jari was 
sitting in his seat, asleep. Teemu thought he looks so noble and peaceful while sleeping. His hair was tied back, 
and his head was bobbing around as the vehicle was moving. He would wake up with a bewildered look on his 
face every time his head would fall off the cushion Teemu thought it was funny and adorable. Soon they 


arrived and started moving their equipment. 


They were playing in a small club. Still, there was plenty of people. Quite an audience. Debut album gained them 
a lot of fans quickly, and people were thirsty to see the band playing live. 


Teemu was super stressed, even more than the first time he played for an audience. It went smooth though, 
with minor mistakes and issues. It took him a few songs to finally relax and enjoy. He was the happiest after he 
nailed that critical part in Death and the Healing. There was a sort of harmonic solo for both guitarists, and 
they did great. Jari threw a quick, approving smile at him across the stage. Teemu's heart fluttered. Soon, 
they were playing their last song, and he was extremely relaxed. After all, almost everything went right, and 
the reaction of the audience was good. He could finally chill out and enjoy until its over. 


After the gig, he joined the guys in the backstage. Jukka already opened a can of beer, and offered one to the 


young guitarist as well. 


“He is over 18, right?" Kai asked. 
“Yes, | am" Teemu confirmed. “But no, thanks, I'm not really into beer. It makes you fat 


“Haha, fat?" Jukka chuckled. “You actually look like you could use some, heh. But you really look fit, | must say. 


Damn Jari, we could really do some sports as well, no?" 


Jari quietly nodded. He seemed to be somewhere else. Teemu was slowly getting used to it. The older guy was 
normally very quiet. He knew him for a brief period of time, but he was already getting used to the periods 
where he was silent and completely withdrawn from the rest of the world. Now, he considered Jari to have a 
peculiar personality. Sometimes, he was reserved, quiet, almost shy.. yet, next minute, he would turn into an 
attention whore. He didn't seem to be fond of spending too much time around people, but when he did, he was 


in the center of attention. “Oh well, at least he picked a perfect job. Fronting a band suits him well” 


Chapter 3 


The first tour was about to commence, and the boys were getting ready, rehearsing, preparing equipment, and 
packing. Teemu went to Jari's place to check out some stuff. Eventually, they picked their guitars and started 


jamming on the couch. 
“Dammit Teemu, you are so good for your age!" 


The boy blushed. Jari continued. “| remember, when | saw you shredding like a devil for the first time, | was 


really struggling with myself. | thought there is no fucking way | can hire someone so young." 
Teemu was sitting quietly, starring at his guitar. 


“After that, | started telling myself that you are so dedicated and determined. Anyway, you turned |B, so at 
least we got legal issues out of the way. Now | am really happy | took you." He smiled softly. He looked at the 


teenager, and continued: “And you, are you happy you were chosen? You don't regret it?" 
Younger guitarist smiled. “Of course I'm happy. | love it" he said. 


They were silent, both of them looking at their guitars. It felt a little bit awkward. Teemu continued playing. 
Jari was leaning on the couch, watching him silently. Soon, he was not merely observing his playing. He was 
examining the young man as well. He was a small, slender youth, very fit though. Baby faced. He didn't seem to 
be very happy about it. When they were choosing photos of the band to be displayed on the official website, 
Teemu selected one where he had a very serious metal expression. Metal guys don't like being cute. They want 


to look tough and serious. 


Teemu was still playing, unaware that Jari was examining him. He was, no doubt, a real talent. You rarely saw 
such deadly precision combined with huge passion for playing. The older guitarist was looking at his fingers 
moving quickly over the fretboard, and then at the muscles twitching in his arm. His long brown hair was 
cascading over his bare arms. Jari suddenly felt strange but strong urge to run his fingers through it. He 
thought it would probably feel like silk. He managed to resist the temptation. If he did something stupid like 
that, it would scare the poor guy. He would be out of the door in no time.. probably out of the band as well 


Losing a guitarist at this very moment would have been a real disaster. 


When Jari just started Wintersun, he thought his friend Oliver Fokin shall be the guitarist. They have known 
each other for years. Even before joining Ensiferum, they had a small project and they were working on some 
demos. They were such great friends, and there was a huge musical connection between them. There was no 
other person that Jari would want to play in the band with. When Oliver said that he cannot stay in the band 
due to the other obligations, Jari was disappointed. Simply put, Oliver was someone he started his musical 


journey with, an old friend. It was clear that it will never be the same with some other guitarist. 


But still, Teemu was an amazing replacement. Not just his guitar skills, he was also a very nice dude, hard 


working, getting along nicely with everyone. He was a fan of Wintersun before he even joined the band, and it 
was clear that he looks up to Jari. Maybe even admires him. Jukka would sometimes say that Teemu is doing a 
really poor job of hiding what a Maenpaa fanboy he really is. Jari smiled. This was very flattering to him. The 
boy will do great. Although Jari missed the musical bond and chemistry he had on stage with Oliver, he knew it 
will be alright. 


He was so deeply in his thoughts that he didn't even notice that the playing stopped. Teemu turned towards 


him. 

“Hey, everything alright?" he asked, 

“Sure. | was just thinking about something?" 
“Hm, new music maybe?" Teemu was curious. 


The blonde nodded. Maybe. 


“That would be great. | can't wait to hear new stuff you're preparing. You told me that you are planning a new 


album, right?" Teemu continued, excited. 


“Sure | am. You haven't seen anything yet. These new songs are going to be something on a completely 


different level than stuff we are doing now. | promise." 


Chapter 4 


Exodus/Hypocrisy tour was going better than expected. The audience was great, and among all those people 


who came to see these legendary bands, there was also a bunch of Wintersun fans. 


Teemu was in the band for more than a year at this point. He was more than used to being in a busy touring 
band, and he was getting along well with the guys. Even when they had a break from the touring, they would 
sometimes meet together for a couple of beers. Once they went for a movies right. It felt weird in the 


beginning to be in the same band, they were much older and experienced, but it was all good in the end. 


During the tour, their playing skills were what set them apart from the rest of the bands. Although the bands 
that were touring with them usually had amazing, skilled musicians, none of them could really hold a candle to 
Wintersun. They were on an entirely different level from the rest. Teemu enjoyed the fact that he did not end 
up being a rhythm guitarist and nothing more. Even though Jari was in the spotlight and playing all the solos, 
he still had to sing, which meant that a lot of lead guitar work went to Teemu. The teenager particularly 
enjoyed playing that last part of Winter Madness solo with Jari. Although he knew there is no possible chance 
that he'll ever get to play the whole solo live by himself, it was great just to have a fragment of it. The 
music had an almost hypnotizing effect on Teemu. He sometimes felt the urge to walk over to the older 
guitarist and lean on him, or rest his head on this shoulder, but he felt he might look weird. His favorite part 
was during Death and the Healing, the solo. He loved playing that harmony together with him, shoulder to 
shoulder. He hoped Maenpaa would write more stuff like that for the next album. 


Gary Holt and Lee Altus from Exodus quickly took notice of the incredible young shredder. They would often 
just sit there and observe his playing. Lee used to say that the boy is just putting everyone else to shame 
with his skill. Teemu enjoyed getting all this attention, but one night something happened which was beyond his 


wildest dreams. 


In the beginning, everything was going as usual. They were doing their soundchecks, setting equipment, and 
stuff. Then, out of nowhere, Altus approached Teemu. He flat out told him that there would be some kind of 
Holt vs. Altus guitar duel during the concert. However, Lee did not intend to take part in it. He would send 
Teemu on the stage to face Holt himself. He thought it would be a great joke. 


“Can't wait to see Gary's reaction when you get on the stage and melt his face with your playing, haha!" he 


was snickering. 


Needless to say, Gary's face was not the only one to get melted that night. The boy went to the stage, guitar 
in his hands, brushing aside his long hair. Lee Altus was already there. Someone even brought a table for him, 
and there he was, sitting, eating his shawarma in the corner of the stage, as if he were in a restaurant or 
something. Teemu came out and started playing. Gary was confused for a few seconds, not realizing what was 
happening. The rest of the Wintersun were watching the duel from the backstage. Jari was leaning on the wall 
and observing everything. Holt knew he had no chance against the young prodigy, so he was mostly fooling 


around with his guitar. The crowd was cheering. 


In the end, Teemu won, obviously. His face was beaming with joy. It was clear that he enjoyed all the attention 
and positive feedback. Jari, who was observing from the back, thought that he somehow looked shy and cocky 
at the same time. Holt was patting his back. The boy was truly living his dream. 


Later that night, when they were in the bus, Jari was still observing Teemu. 


“All that talent and skill combined. There is no way he could play a second fiddle to me forever. No fucking way. 


He might leave the band at some point to pursue his own career, and | will have to look for another guitarist." 


Jari felt inexplicable sadness overwhelming him at this very thought. He was telling himself, “Who knows, 
maybe he will never wish to leave the band. He genuinely likes our music. Maybe we will become such a huge 
band that he will never have a desire to leave." He didn't know why he felt so melancholic at the very thought 
of Teemu leaving the band. It seemed like the kid got under his skin quickly. 


He threw a quick glance at the seats where the boy was sleeping. He was in his shirt, and Jari could see his 
well toned arms. 


“Even after all these months he seems so happy to be in the band. But, what will happen later? Will he resent 
the fact that | am the lead guitarist and getting all the attention?" 


Chapter 5 


Author's Notes: 

If anyone is reading this fic.. sorry for waiting. | needed some time to see where | wanna go with this story. 
The previous chapter is apparently visible only to logged in users, and | have no idea why is that. I'll try to 
resolve that as soon as possible. 


Jari sometimes had nightmares. They were of the usual kind, stuff that everyone dreams from time to time. 
Nothing to be worried about. But, he could recall the time when they were not so harmless. He remembered 
being in hospital, fighting with tuberculosis. He lost a part of his lung, but he surived. Nightmares he had in 
hospital could not be compared with anything else. But, then, he wasn't sure if those were nightmares, 


hallucinations, or something worse. 


He would sleep in his hospital bed in the dead of the night. Suddenly his mind would be awake, but not his body. 
He wouldn't be able to move his arms or leg. Then, he would feel a presence next to his bed Someone standing 
there, but he could not see them. This kind of dream would freak him out, especialy the feeling of helplessness. 


But sometimes, it would be even worse than that. 


One time, he was dreaming that there was an old lady clad in black, standing next to his bed. Jari somehow 
knew that she is there to take him. Take him away forever. She was the physical embodiment of death. He just 
knew it somehow. One night, she was leaning over him, her face hovering just a few cetimetres from his. For a 
second, she resembled a beautiful, young girl. She drew her lips close to his. He could feel that his life was 


being sucked away from him. He felt like he was suffocating. Somehow, he managed to wake up. 


These nightmares were long gone, though. Gone with his illness. After that, Jari didn't see any scary ladies next 
to his bed. That is, until one night. He saw that scary face hovering over him again. He woke up scared. Next 
time this happened, he couldn't see her face. But she was there, standing in the corner of his room. 


Although these dreams were creepy, he didn't think much about it the next morning. Still, waking up in 
darkness after such nightmare was unnerving at best. 


One night, Teemu slept at his place. He came to check out some things, they took guitars and started jamming 
toggether. Suddenly, it was very late. Jari asked him to sleep at this place instead of going back. After all, they 
had things to be done the next morning, and there was no point in him going back home just to return a few 


hours later. 


He prepared blanket and some pillows for Teemu, who was to sleep on the couch. They switched off the lights 
and went to sleep. 


In the night, Jari felt a presence in his room. He was not sure if he was sleeping or awake. For a moment, he 


thought that maybe it was Teemu. He couldn't see who it was, all he could see was the sides of long, pitch 
black robe. He tried to lift his head, but he couldn't. It was impossible to move at all. Then he heard a horrible, 


hissing voice, like a snake. 
"You run away then, but you shall not run away next time. | am waiting.” 


Jari woke up, clutching his blanket. This was the worst he ever had. He got up quickly from his bed and looked 
around his bedroom. No one was there. He went into the next room, looking for Teemu. The young man was 
sleeping, his hair splayed all over the pillow. He woke up after he heard Jari's footsteps. He lift his head from 
the pillow and looked at Jari with his sleepy eyes. 


"All good?" 
Jari nodded. 


"Sure, | just had a bad dream. Oh look, it's almost 5 already. | don't feel like sleeping anymore. l'm gonna make 
myself a coffee, and get started with stuff we need for tommorow. You can go sleep in my bed. | feel bad for 
leaving you on the couch. But oh well, | was too long to fit on it anyway." He went into the kitchen 


" Don't even worry about that" Teemu said. He picked the blanket and went into Jari's room. 


Room was small. Teemu got into the bed, snuggling underneath the blankets which were still warm from Jari's 
body. He pressed his face into one of the pillows. It smelled like Jari. Teemu felt weird. 


"Oh fuck, I'm in his bed" He thought. He could hear noise from the kitchen. 
Jari got busy and forgot about the creepy dream he had. Soon he was back in the bedroom. 


‘Sorry Teemu, but | just remembered | need to print something from my computer. I'll be quiet as much as 


possible." 


The computer was humming silently. Jari adjusted the screen brightness so it won't disturb his bandmate. As 
usual, there was trouble with the printer. It was driving him insane. Sometimes he felt like punching the stupid 
thing. It was working so slow. He started pacing the room, quietly, so he won't wake him up. Teemu was still 


sleeping, snuggled between the blankets, hugging the pillow like it was a teddy bear. 


Jari was looking at the sleeping brunette. "Dammit Teemu." Jari considered himself to be a straight guy. He 
liked girls. He never showed any interest for the same sex. Yet, this little fucker.. he was making him doubt his 
own sexuality. Why, he didn't know. He guessed it could be due to the fact that he was so hot. Like, ridicilously 
attractive. Even some girls would be jealous of his looks. Not to mention that he changed over the few years 
they spent together in Wintersun. He was always very fit, but now he was even gaining muscle. He was 


shredded. It was so weird to sit next to him in sauna. Uncomfortable even. 


The worst thing was, it was obvious that Teemu used to have a thing for Jari. In the beginning, he thought 
that he was just admiring him. But soon, it was clear that there was more to it than that. The guy was not 
simply being a fanboy. Especially after it became obvious that he isn't really into girls. In the beginning, they 
thought that he was simply being dorky, spending all the time playing guitar and not caring about anything else. 
Anyway, he was still young, 


But after a while, it became obvious Teemu doesn't care about the girls at all. And it wasn't as if he could not 
get any. He was good looking, plus he was a guitarist in a band. At least for him, getting laid shoould not be a 
problem. Yet, he didn't show any interest. There was also a rumor of him being with some keyboard player 
from another band. Jari didn't know what to make out of that. He never asked him about it, it was his problem. 


"I think he used to like me before. | could tell that. | have no idea if he likes me still, he probably moved on. " 
Jari was thinking. " But maybe, | could still have a chance. If he had a crush on me before, | could still win him 
over. Oh, what the hell am | thinking about. He's my bandmate, for fucks sake!" Jari suddenly felt like he came 
back to his senses. He could not believe what he was just thinking about. 


Chapter 6 


Author's Notes: 
| haven't posted anything for almost 2 months, but here we go. | started writing more often lately, and | have 
written a couple of chapters in advance, so now | guess I'll post more often If anyone is reading this, thank you 


very much! 


Next few months went fast for Jari. He was living like a hermitt, constantly in his house, working on 
orchestrations. Nuclear Blast started to twist his arm and pressure him to finish the album. It was already 


2001, and it wasn't ready yet. 


All this usually kept him busy, and he didn't have time to think about anything else. He was gratefull for that. 
It felt great to occupy his brain with something else. He was tired of thinking about that thing in his dreams. 
He didn't even want to know what that is. And, he didn't want to think about Teemu either. 


Teemu was 20 now, looking better than ever. In 2004, he was a cute, but dorky teenager. Although he 
retained that look, he started to look mature. Serious. And all that made him even more alluring. In last few 
months, Jari was constantly feeling strange in his presence. It was very uncomfortable to be attracted to 


another man, let alone his bandmate. He even avoided gathering for sauna if it meant that Teemu will be there. 


Sometimes, he could almost swear that Teemu is teasing him. Doing all that on purpose. Accidentally touching 
him, sitting near him, or showing off his sculpted body. The brunette liked to wear T-shirt even less that Jari 


liked to wear his pants. His abs were often exposed. 


Jari sometimes felt like going straight to him and confronting him about it. But still, it was possible that he 


was imagining all that. He didn't want to sound like a fool. Teemu would deny everything anyway. 


It was so confusing. He craved for his presence, but still wanted to run away from it, because it made him 
feel things he'd rather not feel. He started acting strange. He would often call Teemu to his place, to "help" him 
with making the album. But in the end, he wouldn't let him do anything. After all, Maenpaa liked doing things by 
himself. He was merely looking for an excuse to have him come over. He just loved the feeling of being there, 
alone with him. Just them, and no one else. But then, having him right there, and not being able to cross the 
limit.. 


Soon, they had to do some local live shows. It was just what Jari needed to get out of this mood. It all went 
well. Although the label basically forced them to do it, it felt great to be on the stage again. For Jukka, it 
wasn't a big difference, as he was doing a lot of shows anyway, he was busy with Norther. Teemu, however, 
was extremely excited. Appart from those tours when they just started, he didn't do much. His band, 
Imperanon, split up. Right now, he was only occupied with Wintersun. His only source of income were guitar 


lessons he was giving. 


The gigs went well. The audience was great, and the band was playing better than ever. Nowadays, there was 
more chemistry and communication between them on the stage. They would often joke with each other. 
Especially Jukka, who would lovingly extend his middle finger to Jari. Teemu still didn't feel that much at ease 
with Jari to do something like that. But sometimes, he would come near him while they were playing, and would 
even put his head on his shoulder. Jari felt shivers down his spine the first time this happened. They never 
touched that intimately. He didn't say anything. On next few gigs, the same thing repeated. He would feel 


Teemu's soft brown hair brushing against his bare arm. It made him shiver. 

To the rest of the world, they probably looked like two guitarists, two bandmates having a great time and 
bonding on the stage. Jari wondered if anyone could guess that there was more happening beneath the surface. 
He was also wondering what Teemu is thinking about. 

These days, Teemu's hair wasn't as long as it used to be when they first met. Now it was only halfway down 
his back. He used to say it was much easier to wash it and take care of it that way. Jukka found him brushing 
his hair in the hall after the gig. It was all tangled from headbanging. 

"I hate the fact that | will have to cut it off completely soon for army.” the boy complained. 

Jukka nodded. 

"Yeah. | hated that too. And | hated going to army as well" he commented. 

Jari soon joined them. 

"You guys talking about army? Oh, everyone hates it. | know | did” 


They knew Jari suspected that's where he got his tuberculosis. It was one of the worst experiences in his life. 


"So, shall we collect the equipment? We gotta get going." Jukka was hurrying them." Tommorow we have to do 


everything again. " 
They were playing again tommorow, in another city. It was essential for them to get any sleep. After all, they 
had to travel there early in the morning. As soon as they finished packing, Teemu and Jukka went home. Kai 


was to sleep at Jari's place. 


It was already very late. The frontman and the drummer were walking down the deserted parking lot on the 


way to Jari's building. They were carrying the stuff with them. 
"These things are so fucking heavy, but there's no fucking way I'm gonna leave anything in the car." 


There was too much stuff to carry, So they had to return twice. The streets were dark and silent. All they 


could hear was the sound of their own footsteps. Kai noticed that this time the street was much darker than 


few minutes ago when they were passing. It looked like one of the lamps suddenly stopped working. 


All of a sudden, they saw a dark, hooded figure dressed in something that resembled a black robe, standing on 
the path in front of them. It was just standing there, motionless, only its robe flowing wild like in the strong 
wind. Except that, there was no wind. They stopped. Kai looked at Jari. He could see an expression of pure 
terror on his face, but not only that. There was something else there, like recognition He thought this mustn't 


be the first time the blonde saw that creature. 


It all happened within few seconds. Kai didn't have the time to even think about it, as the creature had flown 
towards them at the speed of the wind, and then just... went through them. They felt the rush of coldness, 
and they could hear a bloodfreezing scream. And for a milisecond, they could see the horrible face that was 


rushing towards them... and then dissapeared. 


They were standing there for a few moments, petrified. Then, they started running towards Jari building. 


Chapter 1 


Author's Notes: 
From now on, the story will take a darker turn 


Jari and Kai were scrambling up the stairs, trying to reach the door of Jari's flat. They didn't even care if 
they looked like complete cowards. They run inside, locking the door behind them. Kai started pulling on all the 
curtains. They went into the kitchen 

"What the heck was that?" 


They were standing motionless, starring at each other. 


| swear, this is the creepiest thing | have ever seen!" Kai said He didn't have to. It was obvious from the look 


on his face that he was freaking out. 


Jari wasn't any better. You could see an expression of primal fear on his face. But there was more to that. He 


was starring in the distance, as if he was trying to remember something, to recall a dark memory. 
"Jari?" 

The blonde guitarist snapped back into reality. He looked as if he was awakened from a deep trance. 
"Jari, do you by ANY chance know what was that thing?" Kai was freaking out completely. 

"Maybe" Jari whispered, 


It was a long night. Jari poured them each a glass of vodka. By the time the sun came out, they had two more 
each. Jari told him everything about his creepy dreams and hallucinations. 


"Do you think we both hallucinated and saw the exactly same thing? What are the chances? Maybe it was 
some kind of freak trying to scare us all, Scooby Doo style. What do you think?" 


Jari was silent. 
"It must be that. Somebody trying to scare us." 
"If thats so, how come it disappeared like that. No Kai, | know what | saw." 


"Hologram maybe?" Kai was desperate to find any excuse for what he saw. 


"No. Who could bother with that. Tell me Kai" Jari continued with grave voice." Did it look like it was some 
creep in a costume trying to scare us? Did it? Did that thing look like a normal human being to you? 


Kai was sitting silently, looking at his glass. He didn't even need to answer. 

"What do we do now?" 

"We sleep. | don't see anything else we can do right now. | just hope that thing won't come back, you know." 
Jari shivered. It wasn't from the cold. 

"Well, it's almost morning now. But who knows, maybe that thing doesn’t need night to come." 

They went to sleep. 


Jari was dreaming again. But, it wasn't one of those dreams where he was paralyzed, unable to move. Still,the 


scary creature was there, and she was trying to get him. She put his skiny, ice cold hands on his shoulders.. 
"Wake up, Jari! 

The guitarist opened his eyes. Kai was trying to wake him up. 

"Someone's at the door." 


Suddenly, there was another loud knock on the door. Both guys were startled. Jari was looking at the drummer 


with scared expression on his face. 

"l'm gonna check who it is." Jari finally said. 

"Well, | guess that thing wouldn't bother to knock anyway." Neither of them smiled at the joke. 
Jari approached the door and looked through the spyhole. It was Teemu. 

"Am | too early guys? What's wrong, you look like you have seen a ghost" 

"You have no idea" 

"Sit down Teemu, we need to tell you something." 

Teemu was looking at them, puzzled. 


"What happened? Don't tell something serious. Is the band breaking up?" He looked really worried. 


"Sit down, we'll tell you everything. Kai, come to the kitchen. Teemu, wait for us. We'll come soon and explain 


everything to you." 

They went into the kitchen 

"So, what are we gonna tell him now?" asked Kai. 

"The truth." 

"The truth? He'll think we are crazy! We cannot tell him." 

Jari shook his head. "We got to. After all, he's our Teemu. He will believe us.” 

IO minutes later, Teemu was starring at them in disbelief. 

"Hm, do you want me to pour some vodka for you as well?" Kai offered. 

Teemu nodded. He threw a quick glance at the bottle. Then he suspiciously looked at the two other guys. 
"How much did you drink last night?" 

The guys knew what he was thirking about. 

"No Teemu, don't even think about it. We were completely sober when we saw that." 
"Do you believe us?" Jari was anxious. 


"Is all this a joke?" He didn't have to ask. Their petrified faces told him everything. "Well, | guess you wouldn't 
lie about something this serious." 


Kai was nervously pacing the room. 
"I have no idea what to do next. Do you guys think this thing will come back for us?" 
"I think it's me she wants." Jari said quietly. The other two guys looked at him. 


"So, you think that it is you she wants? Like, you managed to evade death once, surviving tuberculosis, and 


now she wants to settle the score, or something like that." asked Teemu. 


Jari nodded. “Exactly. | heard her talking, in my dreams, she said something like that. Also, | can feel it. | 
remember when | was in the hospital, and having these dreams, | can clearly remember her anger and furry 
at being unable to get me. | didn't think much of it then. | was ill, feverish. | thought these dreams were just a 


product of my condition, no matter how real they were. You cannot imagine how scared | am now. My worst 


nigtmare turned into real life. Literally! Literally!" 

Other two were silently listening to him. Jari continued " When that thing appered suddenly, | was scared to 
death. But it was even worse when | realised that Kai can see the same bloody thing. Suddenly, it wasn't my 
imagination, or something. It was real. Guys, | am scared. | am really scared" 

They didn't know what to tell him. Jari got up as well. He looked at Teemu. 


"So, | guess you believe us? 


Teemu nodded. "Yeah. As | already said, | guess you guys wouldn't make jokes about something like this. Still, 
there could be a logical explanation for what you saw." The two of them didn't say anything. 


Chapter 8 


Days were passing. The band was playing show after show, but the scary thing didn't show up again. Yet, this 
didn't help Jari. He was on the verge the entire time. He dreaded going to sleep. He was trying to keep himself 
awake, but eventually, he would fall asleep. He didn't have those dreams again luckily. 


Kai was jumpy as well. Jari felt guity for that. He knew the thing was after him, and he regretted getting the 
drummer involved in all that mess. He was affraid that the rest of the band might get in danger as well 
Eventually, he decided that he will distance himself from the rest, as soon as they're done with the shows. He 
wouldn't forgive himself if something happened to them. 


Jukka and Teemu were relaxed. They haven't seen that creature anyway. Teemu trusted them to some extent, 
but Jukka thought they were joking. The bassist was convinced that sooner or later they will reveal that it 
was all just some elaborate prank. However, this wasn't happening, and Jari seemed to be deeply distressed. He 
couldn't fake all that. In the end, he started to believe them. But still, he didn't think that they saw anything 
paranormal, convinced that there most be some simple, logical explanation. Jukka didn't believe in ghosts or 
apparitions. He talked with Teemu, and young guitarist agreed with him. 


Teemu was worried about Kai and Jari. Jari especially. The frontman was in poor condition Teemu was by his 
side most of the time. His presence next to him was extremely reassuring. But soon, the tour would come to 
an end, and they would all go home. Jari would go back to his flat to work on his orchestrations, and he would 


be alone. 


Teemu looked at the sleeping frontman and sighed. His teenage admiration for Jari eventualy turned into 
something more. He was completely infatuated. Truth be told, he could not hope for anything. It wasn't likely 
that Jari would ever return his feelings. Nevertheless, he was happy just to be in his presence. 

As long as they were in the same band, they would be a part of each other's life. Teemu was the happiest 
when they were toggether, working on something. Just two of them, alone in Jari's apartment, bonded by the 
mutual love for music. He wished it would be like that forever, but he knew it wouldn't. Jari would find a 
girlfriend soon. He hasn't been in a relationship for a while, but it was inevitable at some point. Maybe he would 
even get married and have children Sleepless nights where they were sitting Together and playing music would 


be over. And how will Teemu pretend to live in his fairytale then? 


He didn't even like thinking about it. He tried to cherish and use every minute spent with Jari to full extent. 
Enjoy while it lasts. Or maybe, move on and find somebody else before it ends. Then maybe it will hurt less. 


The night before the last show, Jukka pulled him aside. 
"Teemu, we need to talk. Alone." 


Teemu nodded. They went into the hall. Jukka went straight to the topic. 


"So, what are we gonna do about the other two? They are clearly scared to death. Jari is the one I'm mostly 
worried about. | offered to sleep at his place, but he refused. As if something's gonna happen to me as well. 
Then | suggested he stays with his mom, but he rejected that idea as well. What are we gonna do about him. | 
refuse to accept the possibilty that the thing they think they saw is real." 


"But they wouldn't lie to us about it" Teemu protested 

"| know, | know. | believe them. But still, | think that someone is messing with them. With their brain. There 
must be some explanation. We need to get to the bottom of this. Whoever is screwing with our band, will pay 
dearly." 

Jukka sounded so determined. 

"And what do you suggest we do?" 

"When we finish with all the shows, and Jari returns home, one of us will stay with him. We shall change every 
night. No matter how much he protests, we shall prevail with it. After all, if someone is really after him, then 
it's not good idea to leave him all by himself. Don't you think?" 

Teemu could only agree with this. Jukka was right. 

“Alright. We shall get to the bottom of this." 

He went back into the other room where Jari was sleeping on a couch. Peaceful as a child. He sat close to him 
and observed him. A strand of blond hair fell over frontman's face. Teemu removed it, and just continued 


sitting there, starring at Jari with a longing look in his eyes. He didn't even realize that Jukka was still at the 


door, watching them. 


